10                  KINGS'   MASQUE

streets towards the crowded centre of the city. Six magnificent
white horses before him in red morocco harness; six lacqueys in
beribboned white livery, to run beside the gilded coach that
had been his father's and his father's father's. He, at least,
had been warned and had some sense of approaching danger.
But he could hardly know how soon his Prayer would be taking
shape against him. He could hardly know with what swiftness
the coach would be bearing him Home, nor through what
gruesome gates.